SPECIAL BONUS 


SPACE ROT 


A SCIENCE FICTION 
ETTE 


FEATURING: 
FUTURISTIC HORROR WITH 


THE METAL ‘ 
REPLACEMENTS 


WILD, WEIRD, SHOCK 
T 


ON THE AS r« 
EVIL TRIP A.M 


SPACETERROR | Goa) 
WITH Lf 


FEET 


Just imagine your friends shock 
iwhen they. walk into your room and TALL 
see the “Monster” reaching out— 


han life-Frankenstein, th = 7 
ral manage monster’ that I Authentic Colors With 
tien of ell pen error ; 
fied the world. A giant 7 feet tau, GLOW in the DARK EYES 


his eyes glow eerily as his hand 
reaches out—as awelul and sinister 
as the wildest nightmare. Yes— ONLY 


Frankenstein Is 7 feet tall, in au- 
thentic colors on, durable, polyethe- 

jene, and so lifelike you'll probably 

find yoursalt talking to him, Won't TEN DAY FREE TRIAL 
you be surprised if ne answers? 

Comes complete with eyes that gion o--—------ 
even in the pitch dark for a special ZA = 
thrilling cme Lied dept.472MR7T SS 
Boney the Shaleton. And then there e gebrovk, WY. 11382 = 

is Boney—stark scary with nothin Rush me my 7 foot tall glow in the dark > 

left but his bare bones. A 7 foo! ~ 
monster out of the grave— his posters. Send mer Frankenstein [) Boney the Skeleton 
ones: waite, bis eves: karin —ever | enclose $1 plus 25¢ for postage and handling for each. 
glowing in the dark. 4 if | don’t get shivers of delight, | can return my pur- 
Money Back Guarantee, chase within 10 days and you will refund the full pur- 
Just send $1.00 plus 25¢ to cover chase price. 

postage and handling for each mons- 

ter you want. Your money Dack If not NAME 

satisfactorily horrified. caresk 


city STATE ze 
Mew York State Residents please add sales tar.= 


eee 


8 MM MOTION PICTURE | 22 course Moms stuoy Prom 
PROJECTOR wick’ t wire 


» 26%. 


FREE 


NEW THRILLING 
Pc SENSATION! 
sos 3-D STEREO ore 
Mahe Poni ne 8 ol ad os. Yor' 


Foal You Can Resch Out ued Touch The 
Just put on the “Miracie Specs” and you achieve 


> 


Here is what you get! 
J 20 best KARATE Blows and Chops 
Je SAVATE French foot fighting 
© Nerve center enstomy chart 
© JUDO throws, Jiu Jitsu holds 
isometric muscle Du:iding course 
Endurance Exercises and lots more 


FREE tna were Contec chart 
Rest thse pict 300 foe peviage baa honing te 


GUARANTEED DISTRIBUTORS DEPT. 472KR7) 
LYNBROOK, WY. 11563 


in Hilarious Optical Hlusion 


round Images 30 reat you "anow” 
could reach out to touch and fee! them, 
itieral pairs 


ae 


Bue ER 4h (SD) XRAY 
p10 DAY TRIAL FREE ci soemy Pu hc at ~~ SPECS 
WONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS | Saendy peromance, nad’ becntes ao fomourt, Cos 
ept 472NP71 | Sar eenes se me meee ie $y 
Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 a oe 7 ome 
1 encone $6.98 (pease net 75 lectuce Nas as ee. The. pattern iovelusie 9 
ioc carne. rere ore complete, stored in tw Saws ane theyre | Scientific optical principle really works. Imagine 


— you put on the "X-Ray Specs and hold your 
hand in front of you. You seem to be able to 


7 
} 
z 
2 
‘i 
: 
a 
5 


[Dre S20: | escene 31 ersont reaey 
tnd will pay postman $5.94 valance | 


Biye postage and COD handling cnareety — 4o,"Speeg. control ets you speed up fim ot stow some | IOOK right through the flesh and see the bones 

pom | Se Ser eee eas | Seen eee Pea miees ‘not ees 

1 Seed me Store Specs heer his body you “'see” under his clothes? Loads 

© 52:58 each Try lt Fet 1D Dare Os Our Money-Back Guarantee! So sure are we} Of laughs and fun at parties. Send only $1 plus 
€ Tat you will be delighted with this versabie Projector. that me 25¢ shipping charges 


invite you to ty st for 10 days and then. you don't agree that 
2 wonderful buy. return it to us and we'll refund the purchase price 
with mo questions asked. Dew't Delay — Send Your Oreer New 


0 
Len, state tesitents Pintse Att ates Tae 


Money Back Guarantee 


HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP 
tynbrook. NY Dept 472xR77 


CONTENTS 
FOR 
JUNE 1971 
Vol. 2 - No. 3 


THE EVIL TRIP 


A staggering weird journey into inner 
space that snapped a scientist's mind 
making a nightmare into something real. 
Ye-ech! 


THE METAL REPLACEMENTS ay 18 


Mans desire to create metal slaves is real- 
ized only to feel the terror of metal slaves 
wanting to become men. A futurist-weirdo. 


CHAIN REACTION 14 


The planets in our galaxy are threatened 
by terrorists who live on a small satellite 
of radio-active radite. A shocker! 


SPACE ROT 20 


A science fiction novelette that will rock 
your senses with things you never knew. 


TORTURE CHAMBER 26 


Locked in the bowels of earth is a gruesome 
fiend who tortures for pleasure. Will some- 
body turn on the air conditioning—I'm 
roasting! 


FIENDS FROM THE CRYPT 33 


A strange and sinister tale of a ghoulish 
army that attempts to destroy humanity. 
Hey, that’s my foot you're eating! H-help! 


THE SLIMY GARGOYLE 4) 


Gasping horror that starts quietly and ends 
with a grotesque corpse slung over a 
statue. Gulp! 


THE OLD CRONE’S VOODOO 46 


An incredible tale of evil rites in a musty 
cave that bring ancient skeletons back 
to life. What are you looking at me for? 
Ugh, they got me! 


CARL BURGOS, Editor IRVING FASS, Art Director 
EZRA JACKSON, Art Editor 


WEIRD WORLDS is published bi-monthly by EERIE PUBLICATIONS, 
NC Pi 0 


sponsibility 
persons living or dead is purely coincidental. All 
d. Copyright 1971 under Universal Copyright Con 
le-copy price: SOc. Application to mall at second: 
nding at New York, N.Y. Printed in U.S.A. 


rights. resi 
ventions. Sing 
class rates 


IY ASGOCIATES WARNED ME NOT TO EXPERIMENT 
WITH HALLUCIGENS BUT I'M A SCIENTIST AND I HAD 
JO EXPLORE MY INNER MIND / 1T WAS ONLY AN HOUR 

SINCE I CONCOCTED A NEW EL/XER/ 


PERHAPS THIS FORMULA 
WILL DELVE DEEPER 
INTO THOSE HIDDEN 
RECESSES OF 
MY MINO! AND OPEN 
NEW WoRLOS/ 


You SWALLOW THE ACRID MIXTURE! 
SUDDENLY STUPIFIED, YOU TOPPLE TO 
THE FLOOR ! YOUR UNSEEING EYES 
STARE GLASSILY AS YOU LASPE INTO 
UNCONSCIOUSNESS / 


SA tg 


TING RIGIDLY INA BOUND- fou BLANK OUT AGAIN 
TLY SPACE! YEARS THEN REVIVE 7O FIND YOURSELF 
ALL THE TIME YOU ARE N A STRANGE PLACE. 


You WALK SERENELY ALONG WHAT SHARP 
I REMEMBER! THIS IS IN YOUR AL/El / ILLUSIONS! HOW 
NOT A DREAM! My FORMULA SURROUNDINGS -- STRANGE ARE THE 
BROUGHT MY SUBCONSCIOUS FANCIES OF THE 
INTO FULL PLAY/ L'VE ° INNER MINO/ 
SUCCEEDED AT LAST/ . ° 


ERMAN LASHER, You TRY 70 FIGHT THE THING OFF, BUT 
SERENITY, J SINEW Pe oe INTO 
LPLESSNESS... 


TURN To SEE THE OTHER CREATURE REGARDING, SFTRENGTHENED WITH RAGE, YOU LEAP AT 
YOU! BEHIND IT LIES A CRUMPLED BODY--YOUR BODY THE OTHER, AND CLAW /TS THROAT OPEN WITH 
ONE SWIFT SLASH OF YOUR SHARP TALONS/ 


a} 


THEN, DETERMINED TO END THE % 
t. os (OU FALL ANO FAL IN WHAT 
RISHT MARE, YOU CLUNGE: FT OYE 5 BA BOTTOMLESS EIT! 
LED AGAIN YOU FEEL AS THOUGH YOU 
ARE TRAPPED IN TIME v.. 


Bur-- AS YOU GET TO YOUR FEET, YOU CAN'T HELP 
BUT NOTICE YOURSELF -- AND YOU RECEIVE THE 
SUPREME SHOCK! 


YOu OPEN YOUR EYES / You ARE LYING 

ON A HARD FLOOR! A SENSE OF 

TREMENDOUS RELIEF SWEEP OVER 

YOU AS YOU RECOGNIZE FAMIL/AR pee 

OBJECTS IN YOUR LAB! YOU ARE MY LONG SOUGHT 

BACK IN YOUR WORLD OF NORMAL FORMULA HAS 

CONSCIOUSNESS! YOUR NIGHTMARE TRANSFORMED ME 
19 OVER! INTO A PERMANENT 

NIGHTMAR' 


MIEN CREATED US} THEY DEVELOPED US TO WORK, TO FIGHT AND, YES, EVEN TO THINK FOR THEM, Ly 
THEY USED US TO THE UTMOST, AND THEN THEY TURNEO ON US-- ONLY BECAUSE WE WANTED TO 
SE LIKE THEM} ANO THEY CALLED US-- 


Yaw 
EX WwW) y 
aS \ Ly: Cape Y, 


OW PLANET KORE GALAXY 4,A A CURIOUS LITTLE BOY HAD 
GROUP OF CHILDREN WERE STIRRED THE HEAP AND SET 
SOMETHING IN MOTION ... 


- 
/ SAY, T REMEMBER MY 
GREAT GRANDPA TELLING 
HEY, YOU GUYS, LOOK AT THIS. BZZZTT.. CLIK-CLIK/ ME ABOUT TALKING 
METAL THING, I- IT'S MOVING! 5 GRRRK.,..H-HELLO, ROBOTS! 
R - BOYS. 
a “ a #, 
ae Noo f / 


BRRRK-- GZZZT.., 


MEMORY TUBES 
WEAK... BUT 
REMEMBER 


"BACK IN THE 
TWENTIETH 
CENTURY 
MY RACE HAD 

STARTED 
OUT, VERY 

SIMPLY, AS 
ADDING 
MACHINES |" 


E, BUT IT TOOK DOCTOR GORGE 
HE REFLEX THEORY 


THIS BABY'S GOING 
72 BE ABLE TO 


THINK FOR (TSELF{ 


\ PLACE THEM 0} 
~ SHUT OFF BURNER... _ 


“My 
NEXT 
TRIALS 
WERE 
WA 
HUGE 
PLANT 
WATCHED 
By AN 
AUDIENCE... 


f /GREATE 
r SINCE Ci 
SHIP WAS: 
DEVELOPED! 


EARNED GROUPS, MY CREATOR 
OW I WORKED...” 


THROUGH A SERIES OF ELECTRONIC 
REFLEXES, THIS ROBOT CAN STORE 
MEMORIES, RECALL THEM AT WILL, 
AND DUPLICATE ANYTHING A MAN 


) “AND AFTER 
THOUSAN 


“WE PILOTED EARTH'S 
ROCKET SH/PS IN THE 
GREAT WAR IN THE 
"We HAD To BE GALAXIES... 
SHOWN WHAT 


MEMORY 
REFLEXES 
DID THE 


WAS 
BZZZRK! ATTENTION 
EE TES (APPROACHING MARS GRA\ 

“AT THE ‘ALERT! SIGNAL, OUR TL FIELD CLK / 

NETWORK OF FINE W/RE NERVES has 
WENT INTO ACTION..." 

WAR FLEET 


—~—— 


“We MET THE ENEMY SHIPS HEAD ON 
OVER XERES CITY... NOT A TREMOR 


OF FEAR IN THE WHOLE EARTH FORCE...” 


“EVEN THE ACTUAL INVASION HAD 
BEEN PLANNEO AND CARRIED OUT 
8Y US... THE ROBOTS...” 


“Bur iT was A NEW GOVERNMENT WILL 
THE HUMANS BE APPOINTED BY THE 
WHO MADE ? 

THE PEACE / 

NEGOTIATIONS!" 


SURRENOCER... WE 


CANNOT FIGHT METAL 
DEMONS / 


IT 1S AGREED, 
WE OBEY THE 
DECREE / 


KZZZKT PEACE NEGOTIATIONS... 
NEW GOVERNMENT... ZZKKK ! 
2 


‘GIS TERING 
(IN OUR 


/ RE 
TT 


( = 
“THERE WAS THE NEWLY DISCOVERED PLANET, 
FIRST TO LAN UPON, THE FIRST TO EXPLORE... * 


"AFTER THE 
GREAT WARS, 
THE HUMANS 
OID ‘SS AND 

LESS, WHILE 

WE ROBOTS 
D/P MORE 

ANC MORE... 


ZEN 


| “AFTER THE DANGERS WERE PASSED, IT WAS WE WHO q 
CLEARED THE LAND, WHO ERECTED THE BUILDINGS..." 
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ae my! 
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“Bur wnen Lot NUMBER 642; \\ ff So A) ew 
IT CAME (HOUSE A, LOWER | fr \ 
TIME FOR LEVEL... £5 Mo 
SETTING : - sa Lp 


THE NEW ( +9) 
PLANET, “! uw 2. 
/T WAS cS 
AGAIN THE L ¢ 7. 


Y THINK, ANNA-- WE'RE AWAY FROM 


OVER CROWDED EARTH; A PLACE OF 
OUR OWN! = y———___—_—"” 
“TT WAS A THIS JUNCTION 
THAT WE ROBOTS SPLIT INTO 
— Two ForcES/” 
oS 


Y FIGHT THEM! 77 


HAO HUNDREDS OF YEARS OF 
EXPERIENCE REGISTERED 


“By Now, REMEMBER, WE'D 
IN OUR TUBES...” { 


4 


BZZZLK/ TIME ZZzzz/!No, 
WE ASSERTED @ WE CANNOT 
OURSELVES... 7) FIGHT THEM 
¢ 5 WE WouLD 

> LOSE... 


“TrrousHour "The WATERS HAD DECLARED WAR “TT WAS A WAR OF HUMAN AGAINST. 
THE YEARS AGAINST ALL THAT WAS HUMAN...” ROBOT-- WHETHER THE ROBOTS WERE 
We ROBOTS @000 OR BAD MADE NO 

H 
LEARNED THAT'S IT! COUPLE 
70 FEEL MORE WE WON'T 
SHADES OF HAVE To WORRY 

EMOTION ABOUT... 

WE HAD 
LEARNED 

TOLQVE 


ANP TO 
HATE..." 


“Wl WENT INTO HIDING IN THE SWAMPS, BUT 
THEIR FLYING ROCKETS HUNTED US DOWN...” 


—S 
>. ae er 

A” = 
“Arc OVER THE UNIVERSE OUR BODIES MADE THE METAL SCRAP 
HEAPS SWELL -- OUR WORK WAS DONE...” ——= 


| 200M WAS SEALED... 


IT IS DECREED THAT ALL ROBOTS 

SHALL BE DISMANTLED AND. 

STRIPPED; HENCEFORTH, THEY 
SHALL BE OUTLAWED... 


EE 
BZZZLT!/ GOOD ONES AND / T WONDER WHY KLIK! H-HELP ME UP, BOY... L WAS ONE OF 
BAD ONES ALIKE WERE THEY DESTROYED THE GOOD ONES, You 
FORGOTTEN, COMPLETELY! THE GOOD SEE-- BUT I NEVER 
ONES Too! WHAT WOULD'VE KNEW WHY THEY 
HAPPENED IF THEY 


“THERE'D BE NEW WORLDS, [Teneo nave BEEN LESS WORK MEBBE We BLRRRK! YES! ALL 
NEW UNIVERSES TO CONQUER FOR HUMANS BETTER L/VING; COULD BO I NE&EO IS A TINY 
AND WE ROBOTS WOULD PARADISE FOR EVERYONE -- SOMETHING... 

HAVE SPEARHEADED THE | 


ENERGY TUBE; GET 
INSTEAD OF OVERCROWDED 
EXPEDITIONS... 


ONE FOR ME, I'LL 
WORK, I'LL HELP 
M. YOU...ZZZZT/ 


GOSH! WON'T \/HEY, THIS LOOKS 
OUR FOLKS BE { LIKE ONE OF 
SURPRIS' /\ THOSE TUBES! 


BZZZRK! STUPIO HUMANS! DLL 
REACTIVATE OTHERS OF MY KIND, 
WELL CRUGH THESE SIMPLE 
CREATURES... WE SHALL 
RISE AGAIN / 


OF EARTH AND MARS 


— 


I'M GEORG GARRON/ I 
WAS TECHNICAL ADVISOR 
OF THE ATOMIC FISSION 
CORPORATION STATIONED 
IN FERROK- SHAHN, 
CAPITAL OF THE 
MARTIAN UNION! _/ 


‘ 

THE FRIENDLY GOVERNMENTS G 

THOUGHT THEY HAD FOUND 

AN UNLIMITED SUPPLY OF 

PURE RADITE, THEY DID 
NOT REALIZE THAT THE 2 
FATE OF EARTH AND MARS 

WAS MENACED BY... 

eC if 
{ 


4 IT) Vy cae 


a4, (. 
“d Ib. it, 
Ee) / | Seat 
CHIEF BLAIR AND I WERE 
SUMMONED TO THE 
OBSERVATORY... 


GENTLEMEN, AN 
ALIEN LITTLE WORLD- 
AN ASTEROID RECENTLY 
ENTERED THE SOLAR 
SYSTEM / WE BELIEVE 
THIS ASTEROID HOLDS 

DEPOSITS OF 

PURE RADITE! 


THIS RADITE WORLD |S RAPIDLY 
APPROACHING MARS! ITS ORBIT 
IS A NARROW ELIPSE, LIKE A 
COMET'S! 


THE GOV sees | 
OF EARTH AND MARS 
MUST ORGANIZE 

AN EXPEDITION / 
WE'LL GO TO 
IT Now! 


\ WITHIN A MONTH WE WERE | 
READY! LWAS ENGAGED | 

| 70 LAURA BLAIR, MY 
CHIEF'S DAUGHTER I 

] WENT 70 SAY GOODBYE 

| 7O HER 


| SCENES OF HORROR WERE EVERYWHERE 
/N FERROK~ SHAHN THAT TERRIBLE NIGHT! 


OH, GEORG, 
BE CAREFUL! ) DARLING, 
DON'T You 
WORRY! THIS 
IS THE BIGGEST 
THING THAT'S 
HAPPENED TO 
EARTH AND 
MARS INA 
THOUSAND 
YEARS! 


[We evener 70 HE 


WE SAW SEM/-HUMAN CREATURES, 
=m GLOWING WITH RADIOACTIVITY / ONE OF 
| THEM TOSSED H/S TINY, DIABOLICAL 


WEAPON AT US. 


_ ae — e - = SES = 
We STAGGERED BACK INTO THE ROOM...AIND\ | THE GRUESOME HORROR OF IT SO FLOODED ME THAT FOR AN 
S7000 FROZEN BY A NEW HORROR / INSTANT I STOOD DAZED, 


/ DON'T KILL THEM IF YOU 


CAN HELP IT, TOMPKIN/ 
NOT THE GIRL. 4 
. ANYWAY! 


Si, CURE ARS) yore |My SENSES FADED AS £ 


) Z CAME To My SENSES WITH LAURA BENDING OVER 4 / WE'RE ON THEIR SPACE-\\ / ROKK? THAT 

ME! WE WERE ON A SPACE-SHIP.... —————+ SHIP/ THEY'RE TAKING —}/ SOUNDS FAMILIAR, 
7 - ERE US To THE ASTEROID! | LAURA... BUT L 
(G-GUESS I'M ALL RIGHT! THEIR LEADER'S \ CAN'T SEEM To 
\. WHAT HAPPENED 4 (NAME IS ROKK! _) \_ REMEMBER... / 


ESENTLY ROKK CAME IN TO CONFRONT US. MY FRIENDS AND I ARE TIRED OF LIVING ON OUR Yi 


BLEAK ASTEROID! WE'RE GOING TO CONQUER 4 
LAURA BLAIR AND GEORG GARRON-- MARS~-AND THEN EARTH / HA-HA! I'VE Ky) 
ICE HOSTAGES FOR US! L LEFT AN ALREADY GIVEN FERROK- SHAN A r) 


ULTIMATUM EARTH AND MARS / 
EITHER THEY YIELD TO MY ARMY 
WHEN WE RETURN--OR 
YOu TWO WILL DIE 


TASTE OF WHAT I CAN DO! 


| J REMEMBERED HiM NOW! AN EARTHMAN CRIMINAL, 
| SENTENCED TO LIFE IMPRISONMENT IN THE MARTAIN 
) PALS! I REMEMBERED HIM WHEN... ( sre 


I SENTENCE YOu TO y 
LIFE IMPRISONMENT. 


| Laree HE AND A SCORE OF FELLOW EARTHMEN 
L | CRIMINALS HAD ESCAPED... F 


AND ALL THE OTHER 
EARTH- CRIMINALS! 


{ THEY HAD BEEN NORMAL EARTHMEN THEN! WHAT A 
GHASTLY DIFFERENCE Now! 


WE ESCAPED TO A LITTLE ASTEROID/ HA/HA/ 
A WONDERFUL LITTLE ASTEROID OF ALMOST, 
PURE RADITE! TEN 
YEARS WE'VE BEEN 
LIVING THERE! 


/ aN THROUGH THE PORTE WE 
ASTEROIDS \\\ SAW OUR DESTINATION / 


we 
WOULD 
HAVE 
PROTECTED 
OURSELVES, 


LAURA, STAND BACK 
FROM THE PORTE! I'VE 
GOT A PLAN TO GET 

US AWAY--! A 


THE ASTEROID'S DEADLY 


RADIO-ACTIVITY... TEN YEARS 


OF IT... DID THAT TO ROKK 
AND HIS MEN { 


ESENTLY WE WERE READY 70 D, 
THE ASTEROID WORLD SPREAD Bi 


HERE WE ARE! ALL \ 
THIS RADITE/ IT f LAURA! T'M GOING 
LOOKS SO NICE-- { TO MAKE A TRY AT 
BUT DEADLY! GETTING AWAY Now! 
WE MAY BE KILLE 
\_BUT HERE GOES 


i 
DesPERsrely I SEIZED THE WEAPON AT ROKK'S BELT, / WE'RE GETTING OUT OF HERE! 

AND... = ‘K BUT WE DON'T WANT YOU WITH 

7 US! LAURA! HURRY/ GET _/ %n* 
/ YOU KNOW WHAT WILL INSIDE! -—___———"_* 
Ce: IF L EXPLODE 


No! No! you 


THIS HERE, ROKK / 
PLL DoT iF I 
HAVE To! 


— /T WAS FATE THAT DOOMED THE LITTLE WORLD OF RADITE! 
We DASHED FoR THE SPACESHIP'S.ConTROLS!| \ I HAD DROPPED ROKK'S WEAPON TO THE GROUND! IT'S 
AND IN ANOTHER MOMENT. TIME-FUSE MUST HAVE FIRED / 


OH, GEORG-- 
OOK: 


7 


DEADLY, RADIOACTIVE LITTLE WORLD/ ONE TINY ATOMIC 
EXPLOSION STARTED ANOTHER. INO ANOTHER, .. | 
CHAIN REACTION / 


A VAST TREASURE OF RADI IENTISTS OF EARTH 
ANO MAI THIS WAS BETTER. 


7 /S NOT FOR 
AT THE END OF A WORLDS 
“ae PRL EE a ee 


@ The laboratory was a large, square 
room, with long windows on two sides. 
Against the walls were set lead-topped 
tables, littered with tubes, retorts, and 


various electrical devices. But it was 
towards the center of the room that 
George Dixon stared, wide-eyed. 

There, on a small table, under a bell- 
jar reposed a little heap of black dust. 
Nothing more. There was certainly 
nothing in the exhibit to astonish an or- 
dinary observer. 

Yet George Dixon was both aston- 
ished and terrified. For he knew that, 
only yesterday, there had been, under 
that jar, a pretty fair sized block, com- 
posed of his “life force.” And now it 
was gone. Where? 

Things had to go somewhere, he told 
himself. The jar was sealed tightly to 
the glass plate beneath. Yet there re- 
mained only black dust—and -George 
knew what that was. 

He laid his hand on the glass. Warm, 
but not hot. His eyes wandered around 
the room—then became fixed upon a 
grotesque object on the window ledge. 
It was—or, rather, had been— his 
geranium plant; but now the leaves 
were a dead black. As he watched, one 
of them dropped off, and crumbled to 
powder on the floor. 

George drew his hand across his 
eyes. Something was happening—some- 
thing he could not understand. He 
must try to think. But it was hard to 


think. His mind didn’t seem to work 
right—kept wandering, He wished Julius 
were there. Julius would help him. 

He stared at the geranium plant. 
Even the stalk was black. It was crum- 
bling away—as his little block had 
crumbled, But that didn’t make it any 
easier, No, he couldn't think. If only 
Julius 

He remembered the things Julius had 
said when they had last talked together. 
Julius had come to visit him—an un- 
usual occurrence—saying that he was 
interested in a proposed experiment 
George had mentioned in a letter. 
George hed explained cautiously his 
intentions to explore for life in sub- 
stances deposited on Earth from out- 
side. 

“What is life?” Julius had asked 
abruptly, George remembered laugh- 
ing. Julius had a way of asking un- 
answerable questions. George had mut- 
tered something about: Assimilation. 

“Life is a disease,"—Julius had a 
way of asking unanswerable questions 
—and then answering them. 

“Disease!” George had exclaimed. 

“Exactly. A disease or corruption 
which afflicts the stagnant matter which 
is Earth. This planet's matter is very 
low in energy. It is cooling—disinte- 
grating. And you and I are the crawl- 
ing, writhing maggots of its decay.” 

“Horrible and preposterous!” 

“Horrible, perhaps—but not prepo- 


sterous, We say that life cannot exist 
upon the sun. Why? Because the sun 
is too hot for it. What does that mean? 
Merely that the sun has the protective 
energy to purge or sterilize itself of 
such a ‘life’ as we represent. Place a 
needle point in the flame—as the doctor 
uses daily; there you have the same 
sort of sterilization, on a small scale.” 

George had been slightly indignant. 
“You put a disagreeable interpretation 
on a few small facts. That may amuse 
you, Julius; but I fail to see how such 
speculations can have any practical 
value e 

“They might serve as a warning to 
such as you.” 

“Warning?” 

“Yes. If I understand your motives 
correctly, you want to explore life in 
meteoric substances. Since they consist 
of matter in a very low state of energy, 
and because mere cold is not always 
fatal to life, even as we know it, I 
fully believe that you will find what you 
are looking for.” 

“That is gratifiying. It makes you 
practically unique among scientists!” 

Julius had not appeared amused. “But 
I am far from believing that you are 
wise in attempting it. When you find 
it—what then?” 

“What then?—I don’t understand 
you.” 

“Well—do you expect it to be iden- 
tical with some form of life we ex- 


perience on Eearh?” 

“Not necessarily.” 

“Probably?” 

“No. I should say that the probability 
points in the other direction. Life is 
a product of its environment, and it 
would be a remarkable coincidence if 
this supposed new life had developed 
under conditions identical with those 
on Earth 

“It is my theory that some such ‘life’ 
may exist in meteoric substances, in a 
state of suspended animation——induced 
perhaps by lack of heat and most 
certainly by lack of food. To put it 
briefly, 1 intend to test for its presence 
and a variety of temperatures and a 
variety of foods if 

George remembered that Julius had 
nodded absently, There had been a 
strange look in his heavy eyes as he 
asked quietly; “And are you not afraid? 

George shuddered, now, as he lay 
back in his chair. He felt dizzy and 
sick. His body was numb, with that 
helpless, prickly numbness one some- 
times feels locally when his foot 1s 
“asleep.” Yes, he was afraid now— 
but, then he had merely said 
“Afraid?—afraid of what?” 

Julius drew a folded newspaper 
from his pocket and held it out, indi 
cating with his finger a paragraph:— 


STRANGE THEFT 
IN MUSEUM 


An unidentified man visited the 


American Museum of Natural His 
tory late yesterday afternoon, and 
departed with one small mete- 


orite, the property of that establish 
ment, He was a guard, 
rapidly leaving the building, after 
having stood for some time over 
number of 


seen by 


a case containing a 
similar exhibits. Dr. Hardman, 
Curator, when questioned, could 
suggest no motive for such a theft 


George looked up curiously from the 


paper. Julius was leaning back. negli- 
gently tessing from one hand to the 
other a small black stone. “Catch!” 
he said. 

Clumsily George caught it, “Why, 


you can't—I can't—It isn't right!" he 
stammered. 

“That is my affair! 
“The moral stigma attached to 


the transaction—that of reccivi 


srapped Julius. 
ou by 
stolen 


goods, I suppose—is very small and 
very theoretical 

But—" 

But, nothing! That little thing is 
going to be put to a real use, instead 


of being eternally gaped at by a suc- 
cession of idiots who don't give « damn 
what it is or where it came from 


Now I'm going 
“But wait a minute, Julius! What 
do you really think about this experi 
ment? What is your honest opinion? 
1 think it is a very promising line 


of enquiry and a very laudable task 
Praiseworthy but uncertain 

“What is this ‘life’ you hope to find? 
How will you perceive it? Have you 
stopped to think that there may be life 
that we cannot observe through the 
senses developed on Earth—that does 
not obey the rules we have set up? 

I suppose you will use Assimilation 
criterion by which 
for something 


yardstick—a 
to judge. You will look 
that increases itself at the expense of 
other things. A ticklish job, at the best; 
necause that something may be intangi- 
ble, immeasurabe, and altogether strange 
to you. In other words, you are looking 
for a new disease—one that you will 
not understand when you find it 
What will it attack? What will it feed 
on? Who knows?” 
Julius had gone, then. Ar 
his visits were very rare and very 


unsociable 
man. 
short 
George wished Julius were there now 
He needed someone think for 
him. The little food 
gone. Way there something there 
ting that increased itself at the expense 
of other things? Had he succeeded? Was 


else to 
block—the was 


some- 


there life? The food was gone. But 
there was the “something that increased 
itself 

Under the glass—i! must be. Every- 
thing had been sealed tght 


In the pot on the window-ledge was 


only a stalk. All the rest was black 
dust. He stared at it dully Suddenly 
a glimpse of something on the arm of 
his chair made him start violently. It 
moved towards him—a dead gray thing, 
splotched with black, He stared at it 
unbelievingly s 

It was his hand! 

A horrible possibility flashed into his 
mind; and, with a sob, he blundered 
out of the room, desperately slamming 
the door. He needed help—he needed 
Julius, The telephone 

Julius Humboldt was cursing softly 
as he grasped the receiver, but when 
he laid it down his expression was very 
serious. The confused babble on the 
wite would have been meaningless to 
anyone else, but it galvanized him into 
action, Hurriedly, he set about dressing, 
moving quickly about the tiny room, 

Five minutes later, a shabby figure, 
he tip-toed down a very shabby stair- 
case and emerged on Tenth Avenue. 
Turning east, he half walked, half ran 
along Forty-ninth Street towards Broad- 
way. 

At Broadway, he plunged down the 
steps into the subway and boarded a 
downtown train. Arriving at the Penn- 
sylvania Station, he learned that the 
next Port Washington train left at four. 
Muttering to himself he studied a time- 
table, Great Neck—four-forty . . . He 
paced up and down the platform. . . 

The gates clattered open and, absent- 
mindedly, he boarded the train. 

The Great Neck station was deserted, 
and he set out at a quick pace to cover 
the half mile to George Dixon's house. 
The sky was overcast, and no signs of 
dawn were yet visible, The damp air 
enveloped him like a black mist, de- 
pressing his spirits and seeming to in- 
crease the sense of heavy foreboding 
which he suffered, The large house, set 
back among trees, was an ominous jet 
shadow, as he approached it up a wind- 
ing path. Obsessed with a strange un- 
easiness, he walked on tiptoe, straining 
his eyes and ears. 

In another instant he was frozen into 
immobility by a laugh—a sudden, high- 
pitched, gurgling laugh, it rose and fell 
and ended in a sob. 

He gazed fixedly at the house. That 
was not George. Who—what—was 
there? Slowly he advanced; mounted 
the steps, and laid his hand on the 
doorknob, From inside the house there 
came a shrill cry, a crash—then silence. 

The door was unlocked. For a long 
time he stood very still, his head thrust 
forward. Then he slipped quietly into 
the black interior, 

“Pretty well cleaned out,” he mut- 
tered. “It's gone, all right!” Again he 
glanced around. This time his eye was 
caught by the unusual appearance of 
the flower-pot on the window ledge. It 


appeared to be filled with something 
black. He walked over and dug into the 
surface with his finger. Underneath was 
dry earth, It was just a thin layer of 
powder on top. He pursed his lips. 

A sound behind made him wheel 
around, and gaze into the hall-way 
Slowly there took shape in the darkness 
there a crouching, mottled figure. It was 
a man—half naked—whose skin was a 
dead grey in color—splotched with 
black. It was staring at him with wide, 
fixed eyes; and creeping forward with 
a convulsive motion of the lower legs. 
All the hope went out of him, as he 
recognized George Dixon. He cursed. 


“George!—In God's name, what's 
the matter?” 
Julius Humboldt had taken three 


quick steps forward when the other 
leaped. He had a flashing glimpse of 
wide eyes, flaring nostrils, bared teeth— 
and ducked instinctively. The flying 
body struck him a glancing blow on the 
shoulder, and crashed full-length on 
the floor, He stared at it, horrified. 

“George.” 

The prostrate creature screamed, and 


beat the floor with its fists. Humboldt 
recoiled instinctively 

“Mad!” he breathed through the 
white lips. He advanced gingerly; and, 
kneeling down, placed a hand gently 
on the other's shoulder. There came a 
quick, sharp snarl; and he snatched his 
hand violently from between the other's 
closing teeth 

Again he leaped back, and stood 
rigidly still. Hurried thoughts raced 
through his brain. He would have to 
do something for George—and do it 
quick. A doctor . . .? 

He frowned irritably. What would a 
doctor do? He didn't want some fool 
messing around and making things 
worse. What would a doctor treat for? 
What was wrong with George?—that 
was the question. 

George had babbled something about 
a geranium, Now, what Suddenly 
he remembered the flower pot, and his 
eyes widened. At last the thing became 
clear to him. He felt that he could 
visualize graphically what had hap- 
pened—what was happening. Rays 


shooting out—radiating—in all direc- 


tions from the jar; passing through the 
plant on the window ledge—and con- 
suming it; passing through George 

He shuddered. The brain, the nerves 
—the most delicate organs—would go 
first, naturally. He must do something 
—get a doctor; a sedative might help. 
He left the room, and locked the door 
behind him. Making for the telephone 
stand, he tripped over something. It 
was the telephone. 

He picked up the telephone; then he 
shrugged and set it down Couldn't 
call a doctor. Couldn't call anybody 
Nobody would understand. They would 
take George to a hospital where he 
would spread disaster at a terrific rate. 
Warnings would be no people 
never paid any attention to warnings 
they could not understand. They would 
laugh at him; he could hear them 

What to do with George? Would 
have to keep him quiet. Frowning heavi- 
ly, he descended the stairs. The racket 
in the laboratory was steadily increas- 
ing in volume. To the pounding was 
now added shrill, angry cries. 

He unlocked the door. As he turned 
the knob, the door burst open, 
knocking him violently backwards. Be- 
fore he could regain his balance the 
other was upon him. As he was borne 
to the floor, all other emotions were 
dominated by his amazement at the 
homicidal tendencies of this man who, a 
week ago, had been as mild-mannered 
and studjous as one could wish. 

He fought vainly against the power 
ful, frenzied grip on his throat. Blood 
pounded in his ears; his temples 
throbbed. With his one free hand he 
reached along the floor for something 
that he knew was there. He found it,— 
the telephone—and, swinging it up, re- 
lentlessly clubbed the head of his as- 
sailant. The grip on his throat relaxed, 
and the body of George Dixon rolled 
over limply on the floor. Getting to his 
feet he raised it in his arms; and slowly 
mounted the stairs. He laid it on the 
bed and bent over it. Out for three or 
four hours, he decided with relief. He 
needed at least that. 

He searched methodicaly through the 
clothes in the closet, but found only a 
little over six dollars. A further search 
of the bureau netted only the check- 
book of a local bank. He stared at this 
latter find long and thoroughly; then 
shook his head. No, he would try search- 
ing the rest of the house first. An hour’s 
search, however, brought no results; 
and at seven o'clock he was seated at 
a desk with the check-book and one 
of George's letters before him. 

Promptly at nine he was at the local 
bank. The young teller looked thought- 
fully at the check he presented. 

“Are you staying with Mr. Dixon, 
Mr.—Mr. 7 


use 


“Humboldt. Yes, I am.” 

“Well—it’s a rather large—" 

“If it is identification you want, I 
have a letter from Mr. Dixon to my- 
self," said Humboldt brusquely 

‘An hour later—richer by a few grams 
of morphine and a syringe; poorer by 
a considerable sum of money—he was 
studying a classified telephone directory 
Finding what he wanted, he called a 
number, and gaye an order. There ap- 
peared to be some difficulty at the 
other end; and he spoke irritably 

“Yes—lead. Can you hear me? . 


Good!—Do you have one, or not? 
. Good! I want immediate deliv- 
ery What? I don’t care what it 
costs Yes—this afternoon 
Good! . Get a truck. I will pay all 


delivery charges 
He gave the address, and hung up. 
The journey back to Great Neck he 
spent in deep thought. How to study 
the Rays? How to make them tangible 
measurable?—An electroscope? Pho- 
tographic plates? 
He groaned in despair 
so arduous—so compli 


All that was 
ated; and he 


had need The Rays were 
spreading rapidly, he was certain; eating 
into the timbers of the house, into the 
grounds, perhaps 

To his immense relief the house was 
quiet when he let himself in at the 
front door. He mounted the stairs on 
tip-toe, and cautionusly unlocked the 
bedroom door. Caution left him, then 
and for a moment he was overcome by 
nausea. Forcing himself, he approached, 
wide-eyed, the black lump on the bed 
The head was bald, and the one ear 
that he could see was no more than a 
stump. The nose was a black wound 
in the ghastly face. The eyes were gone. 

Fighting his disgust, he reached out 
a hand. The body felt like warm mud. 
He shuddered, and drew back. No need 
for the hypo now—but he was glad 
he had got the other thing 

His eye was caught by three ugly 
indentations in the skull. His work 

Horror surged up within him, and 
he dashed headlong from the room and 
down the stairs. He sank weakly into 
a chair in the living room. He was 
trembling; felt very tired—incapable of 


for speed 


thought. He knew he had better get out 
of the house. Death was there. He imag- 
ined the Rays driving through the air 
about him. He felt that he could almos! 
see them. They would be coming from 
many sources now—shooting in all di- 
rections : 

His head fell back upon the cushion 
of the chair. He knew he must get up, 
but he needed a little rest. His strength 
was exhausted . . . Suddenly his eyes 
became intent. He had been gazing at 
the ceiling, but had not until now 
noticed the dark, irregular stain in its 
center. 

He wondered about it. 
him, somehow 

What would cause such a stain? What 
was above this room? Feebly he con- 
centrated on the problem. The stair 
the hall—to the right was—yes, 
George's bedroom! The thing was lying 
there—yes, in the center right above 
the stain... 

He shivered. He would have to get 

The stain had a peculiar shape. He 
relaxed . . . 

The stain had a peculiar shape. He 
decided that it had legs—a head—and 
one arm, He watched it steadily. It 
seemed to move a little . . . 

Yes, it was moving! In sudden alarm, 
be struggled to rise; but could not. The 
one arm of the shape was stretching out 
towards him. He knew how it would 
feel—like warm mud . . . His terror was 
a physical pain, but he could not move. 

Suddenly it was all around him—the 
warm mud. He was sinking in it, and 
could not breathe. Death was near, but 
help was coming. He could hear it—a 
small bell, very faint. Then a booming 
sound, He renewed his struggles—and 
suddenly was free . . . 

Julius Humboldt opened his eyes, and 
leaped to his feet. He had been 
asleep. Now there was somebody at the 
front door—ringing, knocking. He 
would have to go, but it was a damned 
nuisance! He stepped into the hall. Cer- 
tainly didn't want visitors. But maybe 
it was... 

He started slightly as he swung open 
the door, and saw the policeman. He 
remained silent, collecting his wits... 

“Mr. Dixon home?” rumbled the of- 
ficer. 

Julius Humboldt put out his hand, 

and grasped the door-post. He stood 
perfectly still, frowning. Then: “No. He 
is not at home,” he said. 
?"—the officer's tone was pe- 
‘Well, maybe you know some- 
thing about this.—Is your name Hum- 
boldt?” 

“Yes,"—Humboldt stared fixedly at 
the slip of paper. The officer shook it 
impatiently . . . 


It alarmed 


“Where'd you get this check?" he 


asked loudly. 

“From Mr. Dixon." 

“Yes?—Well, | wanna hear Dixon 
say that. . .” He took a step forward. 


Humboldt did not move. 

“Mr. Dixon is not at home,” 
repeated. 

The officer growled, “Oh!—so you're 
gonna get hard, huh? You better be 
nice—get me? This here check is a 
phoney; an’ I got a good mind to take 
you along to the station now!" He 
eyed the other's shabby clothes with 
extreme disfavor. 

“You know that you can do nothing 
of the sort,” pointed out Humboldt 
calmly, “until you have found Mr. 
Dixon.” 

“Well, I'm gonna find ‘im soon 
enough. An’ now I'm gonna search this 
house.” He made another forward move- 
ment. Still Humboldt did not move. 

“You have a warrant?”—his voice 
was cold, 

Again the policeman stopped and 
glowered. “Hard guy, ain't yu?— 
Well—" 

He was interrupted by the sound of 
a heavy truck rumbling up the drive. 
He turned. “What do these guys want?” 

Humboldt’s lips tightened. “That is 
none of your affair!” 

“No?—We'll see about that . . . Hey! 
What do you guys want?” He addressed 
the driver, who had by now climbed 
down from his seat. 

The driver looked alarmed—then in- 
dignant. “Why, we got the coffin . . . 
We was to deliver it here—a lead 
coffin, An’ damned heavy it—" 

“Oh, a coffin” the officer cut in. He 
swung around upon Humboldt. “Is that 
all? . . . Say there's something damned 
funny about this house . . .” He looked 
up and down, apparently including the 
entire house in his broad sneer. “We 
got a lot of complaints about noises 
in this house last night—screams like 
. » . An’ now a coffin!” 

Suddenly he swung around, and bel- 
lowed at the gaping truck driver. “Take 
that thing down to the station-house, 
an’ leave it there. We don’t have no 
funerals around here without the un- 
dertaker! And as for you—” he turned 
to Humboldt—‘“I'm comin’ back—get 
me?... With a warrant—” 

Suddenly he stopped, and gaped at 
the other. “What the hell have you got 
on your face?” 

A chill shot through Humboldt. He 
stiffened. Then: “That, also, is none 
of your affair,” he said softly. 

The officer favored him with a look 
of concentrated venom, “All right, Wise 
Guy—you wait!"—he stamped down 
the steps and Humboldt closed the door, 


he 


He walked very slowly, and with 
clenched fists, to a'mirror. One glance 
was enough to tell him what he wanted 
to know, but he stared for a long time 
with a kind of fascination at his terrible 
face. Then he turned, and walked out 
of the house. He noted without surprise 
—-scarcely with interest—that the grass, 
up against the front of the porch, was 
black, burnt-looking. He looked up at 
the window of George's bedroom. 

A maple tree grew near the house, 
and a large branch forked towards that 


window. The leaves were not green. 
They, too, were black and burnt-looking. 
Humboldt laughed harshly. 

Study the Rays! Much chance he 
would have! You couldn’t study a thing 
that crumbled your body—stole your 
reason . . . Even his one little gesture 
had been thwarted, he thought bitterly. 
He had hoped to protect the world from 
George with a lead shield. And they had 
taken that... 

He would be the second to go—but 
not the last. Perhaps the policeman 


would be the third. He would warn 
him... 

Warn him! Again he laughed. He 
would say, “Don’t go into that house— 
warrant or no warrant. In there is in- 
visible Death. I don't know what it is. 
It comes from out of the skies.” 

And the policeman would say, “Get- 
tin’ funny, huh?” 

But even if the policeman were con- 
vinced, and didn’t go in, the Rays would 
spread—through the grass, through the 
trees, through the ground. How much air 
could they traverse? 

What were they? He called them 
“Rays.” He had made a word picture 
for them. But it was a word picture— 
nothing more. This he knew: that they 
were something that fed on Earthly sub- 
stances—mainly living things, it seemed. 
How could you stop a thing like 
that... .? 

He stiffened suddenly; his jaw set; 
and he strode swiftly to the road, and 
down the hill towards the town, He 
would try once more. He might beat the 
policeman to it. He smiled grimly. Thief, 
forger, buyer of drugs, possibly mur- 
derer—he would try to beat the Law 
once again. He would commit one more 
crime—perhaps two... 

Ten minutes brought him to a filling 
station. “Do you have any five-gal- 
lon tins? he inquired of the attend- 
ant. 

“Yes, sir!” 

“Well, my car is out of gas—up in 
Mr. Dixon’s garage. I want you to fill 
two tins, and drive me up there.” 

“Well, I can give you a gallon; and 
then you can stop by here, and—” 

“Do what I say!” snapped Humboldt, 
“and don’t stand too near me.” 

The other merely gaped at him. 

“Get it!"—Humboldt threw a roll of 
bills at the attendant. The latter suc- 
ceeded in mastering his astonishment. 

“Yes, sir!” he cried. He filled the 
cans, and placed them in a rickety car. 
Humboldt got into the back seat. 

“Go up the driveway, and set them 
over at the front,” he directed. The 
other pulled up before the front steps. 

“Don’t you want them in the ga- 
rage?” he objected. 

“Do as I say,” said Humboldt again. 
The man deposited the cans on the 
steps, and prepared to go. 

“Had a fire?” he inquired chattily, 
looking around at the grass. 

Humboldt did not answer. He lifted 
one of the cans, and lugged it into the 
house. He heard the car rattle away. 

From the kitchen, at the back of the 
house, he secured a dipper; and began 
methodically to scatter the liquid in all 
the rooms—on the floors, walls, ceilings, 
and furniture. He hurried, running 


from one room to another. His legs 
felt numb; he was a little dizzy; and 
then there was the policeman . . . 

He went upstairs. In one of the 
rooms he found a closet, which had 
a tiny window looking out upon a 
grove of trees at the back of the house. 

“Private in back,” he muttered, with 
an approving smile. Then he tried the 
key in the lock, and put it on the inside. 
He went on with this work. Upon the 
thing that had been George Dixon he 
poured a gallon of the fluid. Then he 
went downstairs and out of the house. 

There was no one in sight. The 
grounds were fairly spacious, the near- 
est house being over three hundred 
yards’ away. Slowly he walked around 
the house, emptying his second tin on 
the walls and porches— on the grass. 
Lastly, he laid a little tin train of it 
out across the back yard .. . It was 
getting dark. 

He lighted a cigarette; and, stooping 
dropped the match on the last little 
splotch of gasoline. A tiny flame shot 
up; and ran towards the house. 

He walked ‘slowly around to the 
front; 2nd went in, locking the door 
behind him. He sat down on the stair- 
case; and, reaching into his pocket, 
drew out the little bottle of morphine 
and the syringe. Might as well make 
use of it, after all, he thought with some 
satisfaction. 

The sight of his hands sickened him: 
ugly, black—looked as if they might 
fall apart . . . He charged the syringe 
from the bottle. 

Perhaps he was saving other people 
from having hands like this. Deprived 
of food, this “life” or whatever it was 
from another star, might die a natural 
death. Then again it might not. But the 
chances were that he was doing a whole 
lot of people a lot of good... 

He dug the needle into his leg, and 
laughed. Anyway, he had nothing to 
lose! A fine hero! . . . Julius Hum- 
boldt had always found it hard to be 
sentimental . . . He got to his feet, and 
slowly climbed the stairs. It was dif- 
ficult to move. He went into the closet, 
and lifted the tiny window. A roar and 
a wave of hot air greeted him. He drew 
back with a smile, and locked the closet 
door. 

A tongue of flame shot up past the 
window, licking at the sill. He gazed 
at it admiringly, Wonderful stuff—fire! 

Clean . pure... vital! 
Highest state of matter. 

The heat was choking him now. The 

roaring and the heat were now tre- 


mendous « . . He laughed. 
Robbery . . . forgery . . . murder 
arson . . . and now, one more! 


He tossed the key into the flame. 


No, NO! NO, YOUR 

DREAD MAJESTY; 
BAALZAAR... 
NOT THE PIT! 


AAAEEE! 
~ 


SCREAM ON! I 
HAVENIT HEARD SUCH 
CRIES OF TERROR IN 
A LONG TIME! INTO 
THE PIT WITH HIM, 

AT ONCE! 


For YEARS S/R JOHN ORUMMOND SAT LIKE A FIENDISH 
VULTURE ON THE BENCH OF OLD BAILEY! HE WAS 
CALLED.MANY NAMES: HANGMAN, SADIST, BLOOD- 
CRAZED MADMAN... FOR HE SNUFFED OUT LIVES WITH 
A SATISFIED SMILE / WHAT GAVE HIM THIS TERRIBLE 
POWER OVER OVER LIFE AND DEATH @ WE MUST GO 
BACK 70 THE NIGHT OF MAY 18, 175/, TO LEARN OF A 

STRANGE EVIL ALLIANCE... 


BEFORE HIS UNHOLY ALLIANCE, 
NOBODY THOUGHT MUCH OF JOHN 


HA, HAW! GO AHEAD, INSANE RAGE SWEPT THROUGH 
LAUGH AT DRUMMOND, AND BEFORE HE 
ME, WILL COULD SUPPRESS IT, 
you! TILL ce 

WILL HIRE SHOW YOu 


DRUMMOND, LEAST OF ALL HIS 
EMPLOYER, PH/LL/P JOBES! 


YOU AFTER \/ MR. JOBES! WHY DON'T YOU LAUGH 
YOouR T'LL MAKE NOW, MR, JOBES.,,.. OR 'S 
you'RE A HEARTLESS DISMISSAL YOU CHOKE IT MY TURN TO LAUGH 2 


MAN, DRUMMOND! THIS: 4 1S KNOWN / ON YOUR 
BRIEF IS FULL OF VENOM LAUGHTER! 
AND SHOWS NO 
SYMPATHY FOR THE 
DEFENDENT, AND NO 
UNDERSTANDING! 

THAT'S WHY I'M 
LETTING YOU Go! 


MR. JOBES! I 
WOULDN'T STAY ON 
IF YOU DOUBLEO 
MY SALARY! 


WHEN JOBES FELL DEAD, TERROR REPLACED THE 
RAGE IN ORUMMONDS HEART AS HE HEARD FROM 
THE WINDOW... 
NINE THE NIGHT WATCH! TU 
OCLOCK AND ALL'S. BE FOUND AND TAKEN 
/ TO PRISON! DLL 
BE HANGED/ 
— 


—»— + 
NOBODY WILL SUSPECT ME! THEY'LL 
BLAME THIEVES FOR 
THIS MURDER! 


MASTER THE NIGHT WATCH WAS DeimMMone WALKED AS IN A DAZE, 
BAALZAAR, ALREADY IN THE COURTYAR®,.\| BARELY FEELING THE GROUND 


UNDERFOOT... 

THERE WAS A CRY FROM 

YON LIGHTED OFFICE, MEN! 

IT IS OUR DUTY TO YOU'VE LED ME HERE To 
INVESTIGATE ! KILL ME! L'VE BEEN 


TRICKED /! T SHOULD 
ANSWER THAT | fal No, No! THEY 
DISCRIPTION ! MUST NOT FIND CHANCES WITH 
COME, OR ME! L-T'LL GO THE WATCH! 
SHALL THE 
NIGHT WATCH 
TAKE YOu 7 


HAVE BEEN 
BEHEADED, 
COME, WE 


MUST ENTER ff 


AS DRUMMOND WATCHED, THE GREAT DOUBLE 
CAME CRASHING DOWN ON THE SOLID MARBLE. 


OPEN IN THE NAME 
OF BAALZAAR / 


I AM ONLY A DISCIPLE OF 
THE PRINCE OF DARKNESS / 
STILL, I CAN GIVE YOU 
ANYTHING YOUR EVIL. 
HEART DESIRES -- 

WEALTH, POWER, 

POSITION / 


THEN THIS IS 

THE ONLY 

CHOICE LEFT 
To yous 


I'LL DO ANYTHING You WANT / BUT 
TAKE THIS HELLISH SCENE AWAY! 


I CAN'T STAND IT! 


Fg ll 


A. TIME WORN SUITCASE BROUGHT THEM 
7O THE COURT OF SAALZAAR... 


WELCOME TO MY COURT, y 
JOHN ORUMMOND ! COME W- WHY, 
CLOSER, I WANT To SEE IT'S SATAN; 
THE MAN I'VE CHOSEN THE 
TO DO MY WORK IN EViL ONE 
THE OUTER WORLD/ HIMSELF! 


HA! HA! HA! HO! HO! HO! LISTEN TO THEM 
SCREAM! HOW MUSICAL! HOW PRECIOUS / 
HA/HA! HA! I KNEW You WOULD CHANGE 
YOUR MINO, CRUMMOND/ NOW LISTEN 
To MY TERMS! 


DRUMMONO'S MIND WHIRLED AS HE 
HEARO THE BARBAROUS REQUEST / 
BUT THERE WAS NO OTHER WAY/ 


NOW THE BARGAIN AS THE FLAMING STEEL 
MUST BE SEALED 8IT DEED INTO HIS SKIN, 
WITH MY OWN BRAND! ORUMMOND'S SENSES: 


I SHALL EXPECT VICTIMS FOR 
MY SPORT AND AMUSEMENT, -- 
CUTTHROATS, MURDERERS, 
DESPERATE CRIMINALS ALL! 
HA, HA, HA! THOSE MEN SCREAM 
THE LOUDEST... DON'T WORRY ! 
I SHALL SEE THAT YOU ARE 
IN_A POSITION TO 
PROVIDE THEM ! 


REFUSE--OR THE 
PIT AWAITS ME /. 


IT WILL REMIND YOU REELED WITH AGONIZED 
WHEN MEMORY FAILS! PAIN. 
HOLD STILL! 


NEVER FORGET! 
NEVER ! NEVER / 
NE VER/ 


Lt 
FORGET! 


BiUNOING SUNLIGHT BROUGHT DRUMMOND AT THE CEMETERY ENTRANCE A SOLEMN PROCESSION J 
70 FULL CONSCIOUSNESS... BLOCKED WS PATH! 


SO THERE YOU ARE, MR. 
DRUMMOND / WEVE BEEN WHY, I-- YES, 
LOOKING FOR YOU ALL DAY GLADLY! oF COURSE, 
SINCE MR. JOBES! DEATH! GENTLEMEN! 
WE NEEO SOMEONE WHO 

WAS CLOSE To HIM WHO 

COULO HANDLE OUR 

LEGAL AFFAIRS! 


TH- THEN IT WASN'T A 
DREAM AFTER ALL / 
BAALZAAR ANDO HIS 
COURT OF HORROR 
WERE REAL... AND 
THE BARGAIN I 
MADE WAS: 
BINDING / 


FROM THIS POINT ON, DRUMMOND’ 


"Ss STAR | 
ROSE... 


WS FAME AS A TRIAL LAWYER REAPED THE HIGHEST 
HONORS OF STATE... 


: I WILL DO MY 
AND BY THE POWERS UTMOST TO SECURE 
INVESTED IN ME AS THE HIGHEST IDEALS 
LORD MAYOR oF OF JUSTICE! 
LONDON, I NAME 
You CHIEF 
PROSECUTOR 
FOR THE CROWN! 


JOBES WOULD TURN IN HIS GRAVE 
(F HE SAW THIS! BUT (T'S ONLY 
THE BEGINNING... 


IMONO'S IDEA OF JUSTICE WAS SWIFT, COLD VENGEANCE FoR THE B 
SLASH TEST INFRACTION! 


you KNow you AAAI, HE'S 
ARE GUILTY! WHY ORIVING ME 
DON'T YOU CONFESS ? | MAD! YES, YES, 
CONFESS, YOU SWINE,]| I CONFESS-- 
CONFESS / STOP 
TORTURING 
ME! 


THIS MAN i LOOK, YOUR HONOR, 
DESERVES NO o/ HOW THIS DEPRAVED 
MORE MERCY THAN ‘Si a . CREATURE BEGS FOR 
A WILD BEAST/ } / HIS LIFE / I say, 

WITH HIS DEATH Ra SHOW HIM 
SHALL Justice & ( NO MERCY! 
BE DONE! 


Ti JUDGE INTONED SENTENCE, BUT DRUMMONP WATCHED 


GOOD HEAVENS! I SENTENCE BAAL EAA NEANS! 
IT-IT'S BAALZAAR! You To BE Hy JUOGE THAYER | 
HANGED BY ! , 
THE NECK HIMSELF IS 
UNTIL You 
ARE DEAD! 


oowww!s JUDGE THAYER HMMM, NOW THE 
MY HEART! HAS COLLAPSED! wwbaestiP STANDS 
AAARRGEH! /\ GET A DOCTOR! VACANT! CAN THERE 
: BE ANY DOUBT WHO 
SHALL SUCCEED TO 
THE POSITION F 
4A, HA, HAL 


YES, MY FRIEND! 
SO FAR YOU HAVE 
KEPT-OUR AGREEMENT 
AND THIS MERITS 
FURTHER REWARD, THE 
HIGHEST IN THE COURT! 
BUT LOOK... THE JUDGE 
1S ABOUT To SEND 
ME ANOTHER VICTIM ! 4 
Als SIR JOHN DRUMMOND, HE REIGNED SUPREME ON THE BENCH AT OLD BAILEY, WITHOUT AN 


OUNCE OF COMPASSION 
AND IT WILL BE THE CONVICTED MAN 
My PERSONAL WAS ONLY A PETTY THIEF! 
PLEASURE To SEE DRUMMOND'S A BLOOD 
YOUR NECK THIRSTY FIEND / 
STRETCHED as 
AT NEWGATE! : 


SOME WEEKS LATER AT NEWGATE PRISON, A BLOW OW THE GROUND WITH HIS SCEPTRE 
UNLOCKED HIS PRIVATE HELL... 


ON THE EXECUTION SITE. meme 
SG i YOU ARE 


ZS 
THAT WAS aj I PLAY MANY ROLES 
WELL DONE, Y/ TO SERVE MY. MASTER! FRIGHTENED 7 
HE IS AT THE SOUTH HA, HA, HA! You 
GATE OF THE \ SCREAM VERY 
CEMETERY AT p WELL INDEED! 
THIS MOMENT! 


LET US STOP 


THESE TIRESOME 
YOUR_SERVANT FORMALITIES! WE 
MUST GO To My 


S EVER, 


A 
hi BAALZAAR! /, 
q goa 7 


COURT AT ONCE! 


ONCE AGAIN, DRUMMOND FACED THE HORRORS 


OF BAALZAAR'S COURT... mesma = 


SUDDENLY ORUMMONO WAS REMINDED 
OF HIS HELLISH BARGAIN. 


oooOWwwWWw! 
THE AWFUL 
PAIN! TAKE IT 
AWAY! T 
PROMISE ! 
L PROMISE! 


THIS IS ONLYA 
SMALL FRACTION 
OF THE TORTURES 
YOU WILL 
FEEL IF YOu 
FORGET, 
HA, HA, HA! 


OBLIVION FOLLOWED, BAH, IS THAT 
BUT WHEN ORUMMOND)| ALL YOU HAVE 
AWOKE... ON THE DOCKET? 
DRUNKS, THIEVES 
AND PICKPOCKETS! 
WHERE ARE THE 
CUTTHROATS 

AND HIGHS 

WAYMEN ¥ 


THERE |S NO 
ESCAPE FROM 
THE FIEND/ T 
MUST FINO 
VICTIMS FOR, 
HIM AT ONCE! 


OPERATING 
IN LONDON! 


Al FLASH OF INSPIRATION ON SURGEC. 
THROUGH H/S BRAIN! 


THIS AREA IS FULL OF 
DRUNKS AND VAGABONDS! 
WHAT WOULD BE EASIER 
THAN TO MURDER AND 

PLACE THE BLAME ON. 

ONE OF THEM 7 THAT 

PASSING CARRIAGE-- 
THIS 1S MY CHANCE! 


/ YES, LAM CISPLEASED/ LOOK 
AT THIS LAST KNAVISH CREW YOU 
SENT ME-- THEY DO NOT EVEN 
SCREAM ! THERE IS NO PLEASURE 
FOR ME IF THEY DON'T FEEL 
GUILT! BAAAH, T'VEA 
GOOD MIND To-- 


AGAIN AND AGAIN DRUMMOND'S: 
QOEAOLY CANE FELL ON THE HELPLESS: 
VICTIM 


NO ONE CAN, 
HEAR You! I 
MUST KILL You, 
MUST/ 


NOW WHERE IS THAT DRUNK I 
SAW LYING ON THE BENCH 7 I 
MUST FIND SOMEONE TO 
SEND To THE GALLOWS 
FOR THIS CRIME! THOSE 
WHISTLES...! WHAT_DO. 
THEY MEAN 2 


BEFORE DRUMMOND COULD TURN 
ANO DISAPPEAR INTO THE FOG... 


LOOK AT HIM, GUILTY 
AS SIN, WITH BLOOD 
ALL OVER HIS 
CLOTHES...! 


e/ I-I TELL You, 
TIM INNOCENT/ I 
WAS ATTACKED 

BY THE SAME 
MAN, Too! 


i LATER AT POLICE HEADQUARTERS, ) 


ITS A “5 
MISTAKE, r \ 
TELL YOU! A 
MISTAKE 

THAT WIEL 
COST YOU 

YOUR JOB, 
INSPECTOR! 


DESPITE ALL HIS ELOQUENT 
PLEADING, ORUMMONP WAS 
CONDEMNED... 


SIR JOHN, 
I SENTENCE 
YOU To BE 
HANGEO BY 
THE NECK 
UNTIL You 
ARE DEAD! 


THE EXECUTION CAME A WEEK 
LATER! AS THE TRAP WAS 
SPRUNG. 


LOOK, INSPECTOR, THE 

ROPE WAS SNAPPED! 

HE'S FALLING INTO 
THE TRAP! 


IT DOESN'T 
MATTER! HIS 
NECK WAS 
PROBABLY 
BROKEN 
ANYHOW/ 


BAALZAAR, WAS WILD WITH DELIGHT! 
HE HAD NEVER HEARD SUCH SCREA, 


IN H/S COURT BEFORE... 


HOW LONG 
SHALL DRUMMOND 
REMAIN IN 

THE PIT@ 


— 


SUCH MONSTEROUS SCREAMS! 
THE FINEST EXAMPLE OF PURE 
AGONY... HOW LONG 7 HA, HA, HA! 

FOREVER ! YES, FOREVER ! 


Bur AS THEY TURNED TO 
RECOVER THE BODY FROM THE 
TRAP... 


BY HEAVEN, 
IT'S EMPTY! 
AND LISTEN 
TO THAT 

SCREAM ! 


IT'S PAST 
ALL BELIEF! 
I CAN'T 
\ FATHOM IT... 


LL, FROM THE FETIP STENCH OF ROME'S ANCIENT CATACOMBS SWARMED THE HORRIBLE 
ARMY — STRANGE AND SINISTER BSEYONO BELIEF, SWORN TO DESTROY HUMANITY IN THEIR 
TERRIBLE BONE CRUNCHING JAWS, SLAVERING AFTER THE SMELL OF HUMAN BLOOD! ANO FO 
THIS FEARFUL SCOURGE WAS ADDED THE GREED ANO LUST FOR POWER OF ONE MAN WHO IW 
TURN WAS 70 MEET THE GREEW HORDE... 


HA-HA! You'LL 
NEVER GET ME 
IN THE SEWER! 


STOR BANCO! I 
DON'T WANT TO 
KILL YOU UNLESS 


LOOK — HE'S HEADING }AFRED 
FOR THE SEWER > 
ENTRANCE! 


HE'S GETTING NOT YET! L KNOW THESE WHY DON'T YoU NO! L WANT TO TAKE 

AWAY, ZIGNOR SEWERS AS WELL AS HE FIRE, SIGNOR? THIS ONE ALIVE IF I 

COMMISSIONER! CAN! AFTER ALL, HE'S 
\ \\ ONLY A PETTY CROOK! 


UGH, THESE SEWER RATS N'T BE AN OLD I'M CERTAIN HE DUCKED DOWN THIS way! 
GIVE ME THE CREEPS! WOMAN! HURRY AND THIS PASSAGE LEADS INTO THE OLD 
LOOK AT THE’ SIZE OF up! CATACOMBS, SO HE CAN'T GET FAR! 


THEM! 


Se" 


ip 


Ff 


ae) Ay - 
Sr JUDDENLY THE TUNNEL /S FILLED WITH THE THEIR FLASHLIGHTS PICK OUT A 
FRENZIED SCREAMS OF A MAN (NV LEERING, GRUESOME THING..» 


MORTAL TERROR.. 
HORRIBLE! AND THAT 


R THE LU IF 
REAVEN, SiaNOR! WAS BANCO'S VOICE! 
DID YOU HEAR DOWN THIS WAY! 


ei THAT? . => ae SS 
=A : : r B-BUT WHAT 
COULD HAVE 

DONE THIS, 

SIGNOR® 


THERE IS SOMETHING JM KEEP YOUR NERVE, THE PASSAGE — IT'S BLOCKEO 
EVIL IN THIS PLACE, “SX MAN! THERE MUST NOW! B-BUT JUST A MOMENT 
SIGNOR COMMISSIONER! ) BE SOME EXPLA- AGO THERE WAS NO DOOR 
LET US GET OUT OF NATION FOR ALL HERE! 
HERE AT ONCE! THIS! BUT WE'D 
BETTER REPORT JR WE MUST FIND 
BACK TO THE \ ANOTHER WAY OUT; 
STATION! ; SIGNOR! AT ONCE! 


me DESPERATELY SEEKING A WAY OUT, THE 
yAAAAAAAA / 


MEN WANPER DEEPER IV7TO THE CATACQONES... 


SIGNOR, LOOK! 
PHEW, THAT SMELL IS THOSE THINGS... 
HORRIBLE! THESE 


SEALED FOR THOUGHT I HEARD 
CENTURIES! SOMETHING! 
ee wae, 
ey 
: No 


MONSTERS — AND THEY'RE BZA 
COMING AFTER US! THEY'LL RUN FOR a eo) 
TEAR US TO PIECES! YOUR. LIFE, PERHAPS THIS OLDJ/ WORK, MAN! STACK} 
man! RUN! COFFIN AND THE “\ MORE BONES IN 
BONES WILL STOP { THE ENTRANCE! 


Look! one OF W 
THOSE THINGS 
R-REACHING 


WE DO SOME- 


ae 


YOU, PIETRO! THEY WANT A 
VICTIM AND IT MUST BE 
ONE OF US! $0 LET IT 
BE You! OUT 

you Go! 


elt ve 


THING ! , \ 


AND THERE !S ONLY ONE THING 
TO DO— GIVE THEM A VICTIM 
AT ONCE! 


T-THEY WANT ME Wow! 
UGH— WHAT MONSTERS 
X THEY ARE— FIENDS OUT 
OF HADES! ( 


ALL RIGHT, YOU— THINGS / 
('LL DO WHAT YOU WANT; 
BUT REMEMBER THAT YOU 
MUST OBEY ME IN , 

RETURN ' 


Zr THAT MOMENT IN THE VAULT OF THE 
BANK OF ROME... 


Soow AFTERWARD A REIGN OF 
TERROR BEGINS /N ROME’ S/GNOR 
RENZ/, COMMISSIONER OF POLICE, SEES 
WS CHANCE TO MAKE A FORTUNE..« 


Ve / 
THIS 1S THE NIGHT! 


SHOULD BE 
_ STRIKING NOW: 


) 700 LATE... 


W- WHAT! AN EARTHQUAKE ™ NO, 
$- SOMETHING COMING UP THROUGH 


THE FLOOR! |'D BETTER GET 


HELP AT ONCE! 


i 


oe 
yi 


Zino THE WEIRO CREATURES, INTELL/GENT 
fNOUGH TO FOLLOW SIGNOR RENZ/'S ORDERS, 
£007 THE VAULT OF MILLIONS IN GOLD. ++ 


KL 
i 
it 


LZATER AS THE SIGNOR KEEPS A RENDEZVOUS 


/N THE GLOOMY CATACOMBS... ae 
GB — 
YOU HAVE DONE WELL, YOU 
BRUTES! AND DON’ 3 
YOU'LL BE PAID! 
THEY'LL MAKE 
ME THE RICHEST 
MAN IN THE WORLD 


SEPORE LONG.’ ANP ¥ 
WHO WILL SUSPECT 
E ME? 


bes 


% 


COME ALONG NOW AND GET YOUR~ 
(SHUOQER)— REWARD! JUST DOWN NOW! IT LEADS INTO THE 
HERE THE CATACOMBS RUN UNDER “ BARRACKS! 
<A, 4 REHABILITATION CENTERS YOU = 
\ CAN HAVE THEM! 


THIS IS A TERRIBLE THING 
VM DOING, BLT I MUST! ae izes! 
Z PROMISED THEM viCTIMs ———s TH EATURES! 

IN RETURN FOR OBEDIENCE — SAVE Us! HELP! § 
ANO IF I DON'T GIVE r \ " 

THEM THESE PEOPLE, y \ 

THEY'LL TAKE — ME! 


gs Lom Above COMES 


y a; i CANT STAND THOSE TERRIBLE 
LULU} y- No! OHHAHH fy A P SOUNDS AVY LONGER! /'VE GOT 
K XZ AAAAAAAA AA y ty TO GET OUT OF HERE BEFORE = 


LA SSN 
Ry. 


AND NOW. = 


Ume PASSES AND SIGNOR RENZ/ ACCUMULATES. 
ALL THE WEALTH THAT ONE MAN COULO WANTS 


WO GOOD LMLESS I CAN GET AWAY 


Y 
[aN WL «WHAT A TENCER SCENE —MY WUFE FROM THOSE FIENOS OF THE 
ANO DAUGHTER, HAPPY ANDO SUSPECTING NOTHING!) CATACOMBS! SOMEHOW I 
BUT IF THEY ONLY KNEW HOW THOSE CREATURES MUST TAKE MY LOVED 


HAUNT ME MIGHT ANO DAY — ALWAYS 
WANTING MORE ViCT/MS/ 


AHH — THERE'S ONE OF THEM 
[ WOW, COME TO COMPLAIN 
BECAUSE THERE ARE NO 


MIGHT AS WELL HAVE 
THE SHOWCOWN NOW! I 


YI SAID GET OUT, YOU FOUL Tl 
BEAST OF HADES! WE'RE 

ALL THROUGH! OUR BARGAIN 
1S OVER! ouT! OUT! 


OWES AND ESCAPE / 


=, Oo 


/ LISTEN AND TRY TO UNDERSTAND! YOU MUST 
GO BACK TO THE CATACOMBS FOREVER! THERE 
WILL BE NO MORE VICTIMS FOR YOU, EVER! IT'S 
BECOMING TOO DANGEROUS! NOW GET OUT! 


Lur SIGNOR RENZ/ 1S SHOCKED FROM HIS HYSTERIA BY THE 
PATHETIC SCREAMS OF IS WIFE ANO SMALL DAUGHTER... 


GO000 HEAVENS — THEYRE CARRYING 
THEM AWAY TO THE CATACOMBS, AND 
UM POWERLESS TO STOP THEM! 


LAN TCALLY SIGNOR RENZ/ FIVOS A SECRET M- MY WIFE—MY DAUGHTER? ARE J] 
PASSAGE AND RACES TO THE RENOEZVOUS THEY SAFE? YOU MUST TELL 
(IN THE CATACOMBS... Z = ME— I'LL DO ANYTHING, DO YOU 
a . HEAR? ANYTHING! 

"VE GOT TO BE IN TIME! I 
MUST! M~- MAYBE THEY WON'T 

HARM THEM —PERHAPS THEY. 

OMLY TRYING TO BLUFF ME: 


ERS ~- DA-ESTT- 
GN: BOR -7A/ 


AFTER M-ME 

NOW! THEY'LL 

K-KILL ME, 
Too! 


HE WAS A FOOL AND A 
KNAVE, AND WAS DOOMED 
FROM THE START! 


MY! THIS PLACE ) WELL, YOU'VE GOT To. ADMIT r] Now... 1T START { THE, WHEELS MESH..,. 
IT'S DIFFERENT! AND IT BEGIN: 
TEA_AND CAKE FoR” po 


TWO, WAITER... 


PERHAPS THE LADY SAY, GOOD IDEA-- SEE IF Ee... DOOM! 
WOULD LIKE To SEE you CAN SEE ANY MORE BEWARE... BEWARE 
INTO THE FUTURE? DATES FOR ME IN THE OF THE DARK 
THE TEA LEAVES BOTTOM OF THE CUP/ MAN ANO THE 
SPELL THE ‘h 

FUTURE! 


UHH... THANKS 
VERY MUCH! 


I'M PROBABLY BEING A FOOL 
BUT... MY GOOSE PIMPLES 
FEEL LIKE ICE CUBES 
LET'S GO, JOHN.. 


OKAY! BUT... RELAX! | 
IT'S ALL A BIG 


WINGS.,, YOU 
CAN'T FLY! 


Now, FATE |S THROWN INTO SECOND GEAR... JOHN, I HATE TO FRET, IF IT'LL MAKE YOU FEEL ANY| 
ANO €LOSES IN ON ELLEN TEMPLE... BUT I‘ WORRIED! BETTER, LET IT BE SAID 
~ ANYWAY, THANKS FOR A THAT £¢MA THAT DARK MAN 
7 AND "TEETH OF THE THE AFTERNOON! IN YOUR LIFE,,, AND FROM 
DRAGON !” WHAT SILLY NOW ON T‘LL KEEP A 
NONSENGE, ELLEN!C'’MON, MUZZLE ON MY PET 
I'LL TAKE YOU HOME... 3 DRAGON! SO LONG! 
FORGET IT, HONEY. / eee ] 


WHAT DOES IT 
MEAN? WHY'D 
SHE TELL ME TO 
REMEMBER LT 


[ JOHN FINALLY GOT HER TO LAUGH, BUT THEN 


/OH,MISS TEMPLE--THERE \/ BEWARE...THE DARK MAN... 
WAS A MAN HERE LOOK- THE DARK MAN... 
ING FOR YOU THIS 
AETERNOON / SMALL, DARK 
SED ALL 
POKE 


WAS URGENT THAT 
‘YZ HE SEE You! 


HER NERVES BECAME RAMRODS-- STIFF AND THAT WAS FUN! 
OBSTINATE / Ge " I'VE BEEN SUCH AN 
OH! LM JUMPY_As IDIOT, LETTING CATS, 
ACAT ON A HOT SHADOWS AND A 
STOVE! I'VE GOT POOR OLD LADY 
TO GET OUT.,.GO IN_A TEA SHOP. 
> FRIGHTEN ME... 


‘. COMEDY! 


Bur, THE TENSION SNAPPED BACK. .AND FATE 
CLICKED INTO HIGH GEAR ! 


UF F--PUFF).. . 


| 


KNOWS MY NAME? 
I MUST GET AWAY 
FROM HIM / 


OH, NOY// IT'S 

THE MAN, THE 

DARK MAN.. 
THE ONE - 

WHO'S LOOKING 4g 


1... LM P.. REST... IF ONLY HE DION'T 
DUCK IN HERE! OH,WHY.. 


OH... DON'T LET HIM 
ME / 


THERE WAS ONLY ONE THING TO DO Burt ir WAS A ROAD... 


L'VE GOT TO JUMP! 
MAYBE I CAN LANDON THAT 
LEDGE BELOW! THERE HE 
4S! MUST...T MUST... 


HORRIBLE! SHE WONDER WHAT DRIVES 
HIT THE MOUTH / PEOPLE TO 00 THINGS 
(oF THAT DRAGON LIKE THAT? 
STATUE IN FRONT OF 
THE BUILDING / 


DIO THEAR YES... I WAS LOOKING A MILLION BUCKS! GEE... WHO KNOWS, MY 
YOU SAY YOU } FOR HER FORA LONG WHY WOULD A GIRL LIKE FRIEND? LIFE.,, 
KNEW HER, / TIME! HER UNCLE, AN THAT WANT TO COMMIT SOMETIMES IS 
BUDDY? OLD COUNT IN FRANCE, P SUICIDE 2 VERY _, 
LEFT HER A SMALL STRANGE! 
FORTLNE! T CAME 
TO BRING HER THE 


SPHERE IN THE GLOOMY RECESSES OF THE STRANGE CAVE AN EERIE LIGHT GLOWEDO, A LIGHT THAT 
WAS CENTURIES OLD AND AROUND /T HUD, 'D ORIED BONES,,.SKELETONS CALLED BACK TO LIFE BY 
THE FANTASTIC NOTES OF THE STRANGE FLUTE ! NOTHING HE COULD DO COULD KEEP PROFESSOR 
GRIMES FROM PLAYING THAT FLUTE, FOR WHO OARES TO RESIST... 


STOP! STOP THIS TOO LATE, PROFESSOR GRIMES | 
DANCE! LET ME LEAVE } THE CAVE ENTRANCE IS 
THIS CURSED CAVE CLOSING ! YOU WILL BE SEALED 
IN HERE lan US FORALL 
&TERNI . 


TY! : 
! 


oscar 
FRAGA 


/ 


(CL MIST SHROUDS MOORLANDS BEACH, AS THE AS A PROFESSOR a LAUGH IF YOU WILL, 
THREE PROFESSORS, GRIMES, BURKE AND CUNCAN| | OF MUSIC,MY ONLY | GRIME 
INTEREST IN FIND- / 

J ING THAT CAVE 
WITH YOU WOULD 
BE TO LEARN TO 
WHAT TUNE THE 
WITCHES DANCED! 


BEGIN THEIR SUMMER VACATION... 


NOT TOO CHEERFUL A ) NO, GRIMES, WE CAME 
SPOT |S IT, BURKE ? TO LOCATE A CAVE 
BUT THEN You Two WHERE THREE HUNDRED 
ARCHAEOLIGISTS YEARS AGO WITCHES 
DIDN'T COME _HERE / WERE SURPRISED BY 
FOR THE VIEW/ LOCAL PEOPLE IN 
ates SABBCT DANCE 


AND WERE SEALED 
IN THE CAVE 
BY THEM! 


46. 


FUNNY... IT WASN'T A STICK 
STROLLS THE DESERTED BEACH WITH THE HOTEL-| | L TRIPPED OVER...|T'S A 

FLUTE! AND JUDGING FROM ¥ 
IT'S APPEARANCE, IT'S ALMOST_#Z 
THREE HUNORED YEARS 
OLD/ CAN'T MAKE OUT 

THE INSCRIPTION... 

WONDER IF IT 

STILL PLAYS? 


= 
AS THE SUN BREAKS THROUGH THE FOG, GRIMES 
KEEPER'S SMALL DOG WHEN SUDDENLY... 


SHAKING THE SAND FROM 'T, PROFESSOR GRIMES 
BLOWS ON THE FLUTE /N VAIN! HIS PRACTICED EAR 
CAN DETECT NO MUSICAL NOTES, BLIT AS HE BLOWS, 
THE DOG CRINGES AND SCAMPERS OFF, HOWLING 
iN TERROR... 


SITTING BY THE HILLSIDE, GRIMES PLAYS THE FLUTE \ 
AGAIN, SEEKING IN VAIN TO HEAR A SINGLE NOTE.. 
AND SUDDENLY... 


THE ROCK SLAB... IT'S CRACKING OPEN... 
WELL, DOGS CAN HEAR WHAT WE PiNE HEARD OF MUSICAL NOTES THAT A A 
Se HUMANS CANIT ! T IMAGINE HE'S COULD SHATTER GLASS, WELL THE re 
HEARD SOME TERRIFYING NOTES 4 UNHEARD NOTES FROM THIS ga) at 
FROM THIS STRANGE FLUTE! FLUTE SEEMS TO BREAK »_/ 
> Rock / 


e FLUTE NOTES BECOME AUDIBLE ASA FANTASTIC 
EERIE CAVE BEYOND / 


AGAIN THE PROFESSOR RAISES EE FLUTETOHIS| |AS HE STEPS INTO THE CAVE, SUDDENLY THE UNHEARD! 
LIPS! THE CRACK WIDENS, REVEALINGA DARK, f- 
WAIL, AS THE COLD COALS OF AN ANCIENT FIRE. 


IGLOW AND BONE- FILLED RAGS ABOLIT IT STIR TO 
L-IT DOESN'T SEEM POSS/BLE, . THE MUSIC'S RYTHYM 
BUT THE KOCK /S PARTING! xf ‘@ tg 
MIGHT AS WELL GO IN AND 'S- SKELETONS... 
SEE WHAT'S INSIDE / f AND THEY'RE 


PLAY, MASTER 
FLUTESMAN! 
PLAY,’ 


WITH ALL HIS STRENGTH, HE FINALLY TEARS THE 
FLUTE FROM HIS TREMBLING LIPS..- 


T'S A DREAM! 
AN APPARITION: You 
DON'T EXIST! 


R, FASTER SISTERS 

ASTER! TURN AND 

| THE DEVIL'S FIRES 
BURN! 


Bu7, THE BONY- FINGERED HAGS DRAG HIM 
FROM THE CAVE... 
FIRST. THE 


OEAO! 
TO. THE 
CEMETERY! 


NE WILL LIVE UNTO No! MO! T DON'T 
ETERNITY AND YE BELIEVE IN 
SHALL PLAY FO 

FOREVER / THE 


THE WILD FLIGHT ENDS AT A GRAVEYARD! BUSY bee WHO.» Lb) pss 
HANOS UNEARTH A COFFIN... A LIFELESS CORPSE SUMMONED... \Z% thy 
LIES EXPOSED TO THE WITCHE'S INCANTATIONS...|\ ME, FROM...» mG ti 4k iar 


BEYOND? 
POWDER FROM THE DEVIL'S FOOT,’ 
WOODBANE AND ARROWROOT! 
BRING THE DEAD BACK TO LIFE! 
US COMMANDS 
SATAN'S WIFE! 


N-NO; BACK / 
CLOSE THE 
COFFIN! 


Tr 


N-NO! T BORROWED THEM 

FROM THE HOTEL PORTER! 

BUT WHAT ARE YOU 

GOING TO DO WITH 
THEM 7 


AS |S DONE HERE..- 
SO TO ITS OWNER 
SHALL APPEAR! 


THE LIVING! THESE 
ARE NOT YOURS, 
ARE THEY? 


Dropring THE FLUTE, OeIMES RACES ACROSS THE 
DUNES TO THE HOTEL. 


Now May BE YE BELIEVE THE MOST FANTASTIC 
wr S EXIST... BUT IF W-WHAT. THING I EVER SAW! WE 
YE TELL WHAT YE SAW.,, HAPPENED ? WERE SPEAKING TO THE 
T-THAT SCREAM... DEATH ! 4 
IT CAME_FROM STABBING PAIN 
THE HOTEL! YES... NOW HE'S 
¢ 4 [ua COMPLETECY BLIND! 


ALONE, GRIMES TELLS HIS 
COLLEAGUES OF HIS WEIRD 
EXPERIENCE... 


BUT I 
TELL you, } 


IT 1S 
TRUE! 
SAW THE 
WITCHES. 


DANCE 
MYSELF / 


BUT THE PLACE You 
DESCRIBED THE 
CAVE AS BEING 
LOCATED |S A MILE 
FROM WHERE THE 
LEGEND PUTS IT! 
WE'LL CHECK YOUR 
STORY OUT IN THE 


ni 
iA 


[EXT MORNING «-« 


C-CAN'T Pry Y 
THE ROCK 
FROM THE 
HILLSIDE 
AND NOTA 
SCRATCH ON 
ITS SURFACE! | 
GRIMES , YOU 
COULDN'T 
HAVE FOLIND 

A CAVE 
BEHIND IT/ 


CAVE! 


Y BUT I DID! IF WE 
] Belch ORiy ENB 
THE FLUTE! THEN 
WE COULD OPEN 
THE ROCK AND 

ENTER THE 
WITCHES’ 


7 


4 


LL. AFTERNOON THEY SEARCH FOR 
THE FLUTE...8UT IN VAIN. 


COME ON BACK 
TO_THE HOTEL 
WITH US, GRIMES! 
YOU CAN'T FIND 
THE FLUTE IN 
THE TWILIGHT... 


YE PLAYED 

US FOUL! 
LET HIM PLAY! 
LET_HIM PLAY 
FOREVER! 
THAT SHALL 

BE HIS 

PUNISHMENT, 


HiS LIPS SEEM SEALED TO THE FLUTE, 
AS THE WEIRD MELODY ECHOES IN 
THE CAVE AND... 


NOS THERE IS ONE 
WAY OUT OF THIS 
WITCHES’ CAVE /-- 
ZI MUSTN'T FAIL 
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